You know what's really awesome about this? 

I mean, way fucking cool. That the pathetic coward narcissist loser Thomas Wayne Randle, a man with a very tiny penis, can't complain or say anything. 

What's he going to do, sue me? 

By all means, man. That would be ultraneato. Bring me free publicity. As it is, I've got to generate it all. Juggle and eat fire and balance balls on my nose. If he could just sue me publicists would line up like ambulance chasers and ensure a nice, clean, hi-def live camera on Patty as she reads her Gospel on a witness stand. And then leaves the courtroom with me. And we have a season of a reality show. She's photogenic for sure. I'm not horribly asymmetrical. And he's a genuine monster. He looks exactly like a picture of everything I'm accusing him of in a dictionary. She doesn't use certain words, and I only use them. That's funny. And neither if us ever shut up. Someone else has got to edit that dialogue, man. That is not my job. 